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Author's Notes: 

Hey guys, I'm back with another story! So, | wanna start doing oneshots, and now is the perfect time for a 
story like this. :D I've never written a Christmas story before, as everyone else always does, but | just got 
this idea and thought it was really cute, so | had to do it. :3 | just really love these two together, and I've 


received suggestions to do stories about them from the early days, so | really hope you guys like this. :) 


So, there might be a few oneshots before | get back into my multi-chaptered stories, but | AM planning a 
very dark/dramatic Metallica story that should be coming soon. :) 


As always, | don't own anything except the story/plot, not the characters/ bands/music mentioned. :3 


Hope you enjoy :) 


December, 1182 


James stood in the kitchen, his hands on his hips as he gave a thorough glance over the ingredients laid out on 


the counter before him. He kept looking back and forth from the list in his hand to the supplies, making sure 
he had everything he needed for this project. As soon as he finished reviewing, he grinned, taking a deep 
breath and pulling his long blonde curls back into a loose ponytail as he mentally prepared for the work he was 


about to do. 


He wasn't the best cook by any means. In fact, no one except Lars could really prepare a decent meal around 
here. They were a group of young guys in a metal band, not a bunch of high-class chefs in a five-star 
restaurant! Nevertheless, James wanted to do something for Christmas, and, seeing as they had already done 
every other little tradition, he decided to make cookies. 


Cracking his knuckles, he stepped forward, setting the oven to 315 degrees. At least he can do that right; he 
wasn't sure about the actual baking, though... 


"Hey, what're you doing?" James heard from behind, and a moment later, strong arms wrapped around his 
waist and a soft kiss was placed on his neck. A pleasant shiver ran through his body and he smiled. 


"Aww, it was gonna be a surprise.” he complained, turning around to see Dave standing there with a smirk. He 


snickered. 


"You're such a kid" Dave remarked and James shrugged. He looked over at the ingredients and smirked. " You're 


making cookies?" 


lm gonna attempt it" James told him with a bit of an embarrassed grin. "Why, you wanna join? Come on, get 


in the Christmas spirit!" 


Dave rolled his eyes but still smiled. "This place is already full of Christmas spirit” he pointed out, gesturing to 
the huge tree in the living room, and the lights hanging from the roof and decorating the trees outside. 


"Are you really gonna turn down cookies” James asked with an exaggerated gasp. Dave crossed his arms over 
his chest, fighting to keep the grin off his face. "You're always so grumpy about everything.” He gave Dave a 
quick kiss on the cheek, which finally chased his pouty expression away. "That's better. Now are you gonna do 


this with me or not?" 
"Oh, fine." Dave muttered with a sigh, though the smile stayed on his face. "You're lucky you're cute." 


"Alright!" James cheered, dashing back to the ingredients on the counter, now with Dave following. He picked up 
the list and turned it over, revealing the directions. "Okay, so we're gonna be making sugar cookies, so the first 
thing we need is..flour, baking soda, and baking powder..." 


As he was reading, Dave was grabbing the supplies he listed, setting them together before retrieving a large 
mixing bowl. James continued to read how much of the stuff to add, and Dave measured it as best he could, 
stirring the powders together and setting the bowl to the side, making sure he followed the instructions as 


well as possible. 


"Oh jeez, this is gonna be a disaster." Dave groaned as he looked down at his shirt, now covered in flour. James 


giggled. 
"That's part of the fun" he remarked and Dave rolled his eyes. "Come on, we need another bowl." 


Dave quickly grabbed a large mixing bowl as James listed off ingredients and their measurements. Placing the 
butter and sugar into the bowl, the two boys mixed them together, James giving the grumpy Dave a cute, 
dorky smile, who simply rolled his eyes and hid a grin. 


"So far so good." James pointed out as he continued to gather the remaining ingredients. However, as soon as 
he said it, things took a turn when he attempted to crack an egg and instead caused it to explode all over the 
counter and drip onto the floor. "Whoops." 


"I called it" Dave muttered, back to crossing his arms over his chest and plastering his signature pouty 


expression on his face. James giggled. 


"Come on, it's not a disaster." he pointed out, this time succeeding in cracking an egg and dropping it into the 
bowl. He added a bit of vanilla extract and buttermilk before pouring the dry ingredients from before into the 


mixture. "Stop being a grouch." 


"Since when do guys in a metal band make Christmas cookies?" Dave muttered. James smiled and kissed him on 


the cheek. 


“Since now." James told him with a grin, setting his wooden spoon down. "Now come mix this with me. Are your 
hands clean?" 


"As much as they can be for someone like me." Dave remarked, rolling his eyes before coming back to stand 
beside James. Together, the two boys began to mix the ingredients together with their hands, as stated by 
the directions. The whole time, Dave complained about the "gross, squishy feeling’, but James enjoyed it. It 
made it more traditional. 


"You made a mess." Dave pointed out, turning around to see flour and other ingredients covering the floor. 


James shrugged. 


"lll clean it up." he told him. The two rolled the ball of dough around for another few minutes, until they had 


the consistency the directions described. "And now we just shape them and bake!" 
As it turns out, this was easier said than done. There were no cookie cutters in the house, so James and Dave 
had to resort to shaping the dough with their hands. They started out making standard circles, to make it 


easier for both of them, but as soon as James attempted shapes, it all went downhill 


When they ran out of dough, they stepped back, admiring their work. James seemed like he was very proud of 


it, whilst Dave just continued to be his grumpy self. 
"This is gonna be good!" James said, and Dave rolled his eyes. 


"I told you this would be a disaster!" Dave protested. He looked down upon the misshapen cookies and began 
pointing to the worse ones of the batch. "This one looks like a blob, this one looks like a blob, THIS one looks like 
a blob, and THIS ONE looks like a placenta!" 


"How do you know what a placenta looks like?" James laughed. Dave rolled his eyes. 
"| don't, but | said in the beginning that it would be a disaster, and now---" 


He was cut off when James kissed him, and internally sighed before giving in. He wrapped his arms around the 
tall, skinny blonde, who tangled his fingers in Dave's wild red hair. As soon as they separated, James put his 
hands on Dave's shoulders and looked deep into his hazel eyes. 


It doesn't matter if they're not perfect.” James told him with a smile. "Come on, Dave, it's Christmas. Stop 
being so grumpy and lighten up for once. We just made cookies together. Even if they don't look good, you know 
they're gonna taste good." He gave him a quick peck on the nose. "So stop being a little grouch and just go with 
it" 


Despite his normally cranky demeanor, Dave finally gave in and crossed the room, placing the try of cookies 
into the oven and setting the timer. James grinned, glad to see that Dave was finally getting into the holiday 
spirit. However, as the guitarist was walking back to James, he slipped in the mess on the floor and crashed to 


the ground. 


That was all it took for James to burst out laughing. Dave looked up at him with a glare, and he knelt down 
next to him, still giggling. "Dave, are you okay?" he asked, trying to hide his face behind a curtain of blonde 
curls as he attempted to stop laughing. Dave rolled his eyes and sighed, but still gave him a smirk. 


"That was your fault" he whined. James gave him a fake pouty look and climbed on top of him, straddling the 
redheaded guitar player. 


"I think it was your fault" James whispered, their faces now inches apart. 


"Mmm, no, yours." Dave protested. James simply grinned, finally leaning down and capturing the older boy's lips 
with his own. Dave's hands wrapped around James' waist, pulling him down so that he was laying on top. Feeling 
bold, James entered his tongue into Dave's mouth, and Dave moaned and grabbed James' ass. 


"Hey guys, are you---0H. OKAY" Lars shouted. James and Dave separated to look up at the little drummer, 
who was standing in the kitchen doorway with his eyes wide and cheeks bright red. He quickly spun around and 
ran out. "Aaaah, | didnt need to see that! My eyes! My poor, innocent eyesl Aaah! Cliff, don't go into the 
kitchen!" 


"Whoops." James remarked, and Dave snickered. The two returned to what they had been doing before Lars 
had walked in, only to soon be interrupted by the kitchen timer going off. 


James smiled and stood up, holding out a hand for Dave, who reluctantly took it and got to his feet. "You're 
really gonna cockblock me for your cookies?" Dave muttered, and James rolled his eyes with a grin. He 


removed the tray from the oven, instantly filling the house with the pleasant smell of fresh-baked cookies. 


"See, | told you they'd be good." James told him, smiling as he set the tray down and looked upon his and 
Dave's work. The cookies weren't perfect by any means, as they were misshapen and quite messy, but they 
did look tasty. Dave simply rolled his eyes and wrapped his arms around James’ waist again, resting his head on 
the younger boy's shoulder. 


"Yeah, yeah, can we get back to what we were doing before?" Dave asked with a smirk, and James rolled his 


eyes. 


"Dave, we can't have sex on the kitchen floor." James told him. Dave gave him a look as if he'd said the most 


confusing thing in the world. 
"Why?" he questioned incredulously. 


First of all, that's trashy." James explained. "Second, someone could walk in. Remember Lars' poor, innocent 


eyes? And third, we still gotta frost the cookies." 


"Okay, first, when have you ever worried about whether something is trashy or not?" Dave countered, "Second, 
| don't think Lars and his ‘poor, innocent eyes' will come back after what they saw. And third, you're just really 


obsessed over these cookies, aren't you?" 


‘Of course." James told him, picking one up and immediately shoving it into his mouth. His eyes drooped and a 


smile of pleasure appeared on his face. "Mmm, they're the best when they're warm.." 


"Still, you have---" Dave was cut off by James shoving a cookie into his mouth, and he found himself making 


the same facial expression as he realized how good they were. "Mm, that is good.alright, fine, you win." 
After a few minutes, the two boys had removed all the cookies on the tray and set them on another plate. 
James grabbed a container of frosting, and they set to work, making sure to evenly cover each cookie. 
Throughout the process, James kept stopping every five or so cookies to eat one, whilst Dave just wanted to 
finish all of them before he ate any. 


"How did you get so much of it on your face?" Dave muttered, and James grinned, shrugging. 


"Like this?" he remarked, grabbing some of the frosting on his hand and slapping it on Dave's face. 


"Heyl" Dave shouted, snickering. James laughed. 


"Here, | got it" he said, grabbing the older boy and licking the frosting off his face. Dave gave him a disgusted 


but amused look. 
"Eww." he grumbled. "I don't want your gross germs on me." 


"My Tongue was in your mouth not ten minutes agol" James pointed out, and Dave sighed and smiled. "Here, try 


a cookie." He grabbed a cookie shaped like a heart and shoved it into Dave's mouth. 
"That's actually really good" Dave told him. James gave him a knowing grin 


"I told you." he put in, eating yet another cookie and clutching his stomach soon after. "Ugh, my stomach 
hurts." 


| wonder why." Dave remarked, and James smirked, turning to the redheaded guitarist and giving him a quick 


peck on the lips. 
"I love you." he said, and Dave smiled. 
‘Love you too, you idiot" he replied with a grin. 


THE END 


